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ANOTHER RUN ON A BANK. 


“Having at one Bank alone the sum of 1s. 34d., it is not surprising that Poor Pa’s Jace, since the run on the Birkbeck, has worn a terribly anxious expression. 


© 


alte wailing « long lime for news of his deposit, he could at last contain himself no longer, so last Tuesday the clerks in the employ of the Bank in question were 
oe at receiving a visit from Papa and Alevandry, both armed to the teeth. After fiercely demanding his 1s. 33d, and getting snubbed Jor his pains, Poor 
a became enrayed and threatened yeneral slaughter. Eventually the money, Alexandry and Papa were found lying on the pavement outside.’—Toorsir. 


HOW ’ARRIET !S WON. OLD NEWGATE. 


i Gr : , ee FEw of our readers possibly know anything of the horrors 
Mastery = of prison life which within forty years still prevailed even 


ARS in Newgate. ‘ . 1 
= Three or four prisons have occupied the same site, and in 
T 1850 Colonel Jebb denounced Newgate as one of the worst 
in England. The first prison was built in the reign of 
Stephen, and in the reign of Edward Il. the Chancellor was 
taken out of the Bishop's prison and dragged by the mob 
to Newgate, but from the “unmerciful treatment he met 
with by the way, he died ina few days in great torment.” 
Ab that time the gaol was very crowded, and writers speak 
of it as a foul and noisesome den, and pestiferous, dark and 
ravaged by the most deadly diseases. Hundreds of years 
later the worst felons, many unhappy debtors and many 
innocent persons, the wives and children of prisoners, were 
crowded together. Mock marriages took place,and children 
were born, The whole place was so dark, except in the 
Press yard, where the quality were housed, that torches and 
candles had to be burnt continually. The head gaoler prac: 
tised all sorts of cruelties, and levied illegal fees on the 
poor wretches who fell into his hands, He loaded them 
with the heaviest fetters,and to be released from them they 
Pe had to bribe hina, . ; ; 
fe ie ate summer, out ‘Endon way, Chawley, bursting with love and But ‘Arry, brimful of confidence and{small change, Inshes her to a creaming ; Often, too, a RES ONeE: having Lae ae ang oe 
Suing stuiiy tS Ueloved "Arriet with’ a freshly culled dandelion and # tankard of fonr-arf. Latest Betting :4100 to 6 on Pot o’ Fuur-arf (taken aud was dragged back again to prison bec ause he had ne pars 
i 3 want); 1,000 to 3 against Dandelion (offered). the fees, and there left to languish, Some of the prisuuers 
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were lowed to sell candles and spirits and rivet the fettera, and 
even allowed to carry sticks and use them on their 
wwe backs. Those who were bodily weak and too poor to pay 
ter treatment, were brutally used, Toadd to the horrors of 
the drauken orgies, lunatics, raving mad, were allowed freely to 
rove about to the terror of all, Those lucky enough to get their 
liberty asain, looked back to the frightful scenes with loathing. 
«were holes in the roof and broken windows. Ouly those 
+ wie cared to do so washed themselves, and very few did. 
Now ane again, though, a particularly dirty one was ony ved on 
by his iodiznant companions, The red nosed chaplain had his two 
dooners day during the sessions, and beyond preaching once on 
Sunday, had nothing todo but smoke and drink. In church the 
preevers laughed and talked aloud, or fell asleep. Meanwhile, 
the wealthy eriminals lived like fighting-cocks, Konigsmark the 
murcerer “lived nobly,” and Captain Maclane, the highwayman, 
received visits from scores of bucks, dandies and dainty demoi- 
sellvs. \ row of carriages waited outside the gate on his receiving 
davs. You may be sure that many guineas were left inthe robber’ 
palm, and that all purchaseable luxuries found their way to his 
condemned hold. 

The journey to Tyburn was horrible enough. The condemned 
felon, with the dread halter round his neck and the coftin with him 
in the cart, travelled slowly along Holborn and the Oxford Road. 
was ch d, laughed at, or pelted with dirt. The people along the 
route made a brave holiday of these “scragging matches.” George 
Selwyn, the brilliant wit, was a hanger-on at hangings and behead- 
Some ladies bantering him on his want of feeling in going 


sone Were 


Ines, 


to -e Lord Lovat’s head cut off, he replied, sneeringly, “ I made 
ain ids by going to the undertaker's to see it sewn on again. 
* s « . 


. * 
Tue Dep Bor. 
CHAP. T.—( Continued from our Larst.) 

orl is darkines an silens inn thee caif, onely the phrogg iss trubble 
With aneccup, praps flys is thee corse, Thee pang off famin is 
horin att our verry vitles, weearagre rarther nor eat fli or rore 
phroge wee will venchure upp too the surfis, wee are a venchurin 
with baited breff. 2. mnersifle evven! 9 
(Newt week,“ Skull and Cross- Bones,” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
—— 
*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Certainly you ought to, ANDY; Send it in by all meanz, HODGE. 
That's the sort of person, HAROLD, ALLY always likes to dodge. 
Far henvath our notice, CHUMMIE, We can treat it with disdain. 
It will soon be ready, JARGON ; Sorry that we haven't, JAN‘. 
Cheap as dirt, A THREE YEARS’ READER, 7ry another, WILLIAM 
WHITE; Serve you right, A BLIGHTED LovER, Always herp thi 
gal in sight. Cannot tell you, FAIR INQUIRER, Glad to do go i: 
‘we could If you didnt send us stamps, then We've destroyed 
them, ARTHUR Woop. Probably the Rupire, TAMMIE; Haren't 
any space, F.J.; Wretched rags, you're right, A READER, It's a 
marvel haw they pay. Shocking, shocking, FLIGHTY FLOSSIE ! 
Divs your mammy know you're out ? Bravely done, A YARMOUTH 
Boater, Why net put ‘the mall to rout 2? “No, C.G., we cannot 
teil you, Ask some scientific print. No, you couldn't buy it, Rex, 
Jor All the gold that's left the Mint, 

——eoe 
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Will be paid to the next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
Cailway Serrants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death ina Ratoay Accident, in any part of 
the United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current isenue of 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY " be found upon the Deceased at 
the time of the Accident, “ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” tg 
published throughout the United Kingdom every Thursday morn- 
tng at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week Srom that time, 
expiring at 8 v'clock the following Thursday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 
—~— 

Wealthy Agnostic. Religion is all very well, my dear sir, but I 
should like to know how it is that you ministers always choose the 
call from the richest and most inflnential congregation ? 

Minister, That is easily explained, my friend. We are told in 
the good book that it is easier for a camel to pass through the eye 
of a needle than for a rich man to go to Heaven, so it is clearly our 
duty to try and help these unfortunates in preference to our poorer 
but more fortunate brethren. ¢ 
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THERE'S no doubt about it whatsomever. 
do away with Time is to 
the ‘oot in drinks, 


The easiest way to 
put your watch up the spout and blew 


Spiffin, Nice house that of Mardup's? 
Nwriffin, Rent wouldn't suit me, Landlord asks too much for it. 
Spiftin, Indeed! thought it was cheap, 
Spufiin. He lives next door, and Hardup told me he's asked for 
it every day for the last fortnight. 
LP 
“To smash steel chains I undertake,” 
The giant strong man snid; 
“One thing alone I cannot break, 
Aud that is Monday's bread.” 
= 


me 
WHEN in the early dawn the parochial scavenger is seen making 

up a pile of hair pins, fal-e frizzes, chunks of tucker edging, Bloom 
of Ninon, tufts of muff, fur, ete., ete, and then chucking it by 
bushel sprdesful into the dust cart, you may be sure that the 
ptntomime rehearsal season has begun, and that the “extra ladies” 
have been having the usual stand up fight outside the stage door 
before being taken on, x 

a 


Dives. \t does seem hard, after working so hard for our money, 
that when we die we should have to leave it all behind. 
Lazarus, \t wouldn't do you much good if you could take it. 
Ji would soon melt. ee 
- 


“I'M sitting on the stile, Mary, where years ago I sat,” is nn- 
donubtedly one of the most affecting songs ever written. But 
Waren the long years rolled by and they repaired that there stile 
with French nails, and the sentimental Hibernian took his seat ns 
in days of yore, he let off such a shower of adjectives that the 
tields around were covered with big Ds like Dutch clover. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No, 442.—The © Priest’s Wife" Costume. 


THE SPIRIT OF THE AGE. 


Dedicated to all anthors knowu aud un- 


known to tame, 


She kept him waiting for two 
| hours, and when she came at last, 
| she conelnded to go right home 
| ovain for fear of taking cold in 

the rain, 


Ethel. Why. Mr. Muggles. we hardly knew you! 


Mungles, Didn't vou, now ? 


How fwunny ! 


Ethel, Yes; it’s the first time we've seen you without your eyeglass, 


“Come where the nioon- 
beams linger.” — Old Sung 
“ All moonshine,” — Moderr. 
Expression, 


O-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Horeeal, 


8 APL 


(Saturday, October 15, 1892. 


First Pretty Young Thing. I'm going to learn shorihaud i 

many words a minute have you to write? oe 
A soos Pretty Young Thing. What do you mean, dear—befo;,. 
utier 

First Pretty Young Thing. 1 don’t understand. 

Second Pretty Young Thing. Why, before you're engaged, yo," 
have to write a hundred an twenty wordsa minute; but \ ; eM 
you get to the office, you'll fiud that about thirty a minute yj"), 
very well, os a 

* 


WHEN Florrie Flirtington was staying with her aunt jn), 
country, the curate called one day, and the conversation tur;...,; 
upon wickedness. “There is one thing which | think we all oneht 
to be careful about,” observed the curate, with a meaning Jook ., 
Florrie, “and that is our behaviour in church. I consider it posie 
tively sinful to talk chokes the sermon.” “I hope You are yas 
alluding to me, Mr. Smoot chump,” answered Fiorrie, “for | , rit 
assure you | was asleep the whole time.” i 


s 
“T CUT off many a head each year,” 
The headsman to the barman said ; 
“But men are not the same as beer, 
So, prithee, give my beer a head!” 


s 
Friend Drab, What is thy opinion, Friend Gideon, of that |. nd 
mouthed Socialist who trod upon thy foot in passing just now ? 
Friend Gideon. 1 would that thou shouldst ask One whose fair} 
does not prevent him from giving full expression to his feelines 
aud making use of profane expletives. ce 
Ld 


. 
Overheard in Battersea Park Road, Saturday Night. 
Cheap Jack, You must not be surprised, ladies and gentlemen, 
that my medicine is not recommended by the medical Professivt, 
for, if the whole world took it, the ductors would have no work tu 


0. 
Opposition Cheap Jack (at other corner), I guess not; but the 
undertakers would be working overtime. 
** 


“Yon 
s * 

I ALWays like to hear one nice girl say nice things about ut Pane 
another nice girl, as thus wise. “She's got a very nice fi . ut i INR 
though, even if her face is a little bit liken Bath bun that a heds.. st ape 
hog has been sleeping on.” “Nice figure, indeed ! Why, her jess ie is 
are 80 short, that she uses her stay laces for a skipping rope.” mee 

L ed 
* body's | 

Jones. I've just come back from Brussels, Billy. | 

Smith, Anything fresh there? were all 

Jones. No; nothing of special interest seems to have occurred Cleapat 
there since the Battle of Waterloo. he had 

id somew li 
In the Greenroom at the “ Friv.” orlinyy 

Lottie, Y-e-s, she’s not bad looking, but her feet-—— et 

Zottie, Oh, Lcall her feet nobby ! a as 

Lottie, Why, dear, they're one mass of corns and bunions ! _ The h: 

Zottic, Well, dear, that's what | meant, iene 

ae jou hed t 
s 

A WOMAN always likes to have the last word. When the 
Mephistopheleish masher stands with the guileless chorus las<i- 
aut the bar of Short’s and orders the needful “ glass of port,” she 
never fails to add, “and a seedy biscuit.” 

| nd 
* 
After Twa Hours of it. 

Young Sharpshins. Why are they called glee singers, dad? 

Old Sharpshins. | don't know, my boy, unless it is from the 
evident pleasure they derive from making other people miserable. 

ss 
* 

“THIS statesman must indeed be great,” 

Said simple A to cynic b, 
“To find mid all the cares of state 

Time to write books of poetry !" 
“Your ignorance, my friend, is crass,” ( 

To simple A said cynic B, 


“ For one who deals so much in ‘ gas’ 
Should deal in meter equally.” 
s. 


* 

Dasher, Well, who was the belle of the ball? ; 

Splasher, Well, Nellie looked simply charming, and Lard 
attracted great attention ; Tottie looked magnificent, but Tootsie > 
lovely neck and bust won her the prize. 

Dasher, Ah, 1 see! she won it by a neck ! 

s-* 


ad 
“A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION,” by the author of “One More Glass 
Before we Part.” “Ever Outside,” by the author of “Chronic 
Chucked.” “Wonders Will Never Cease,” by the author of “A 
Driuk Refused." —Sloper's Select Library. 
Ld 


earth floor 
pouring w 

The tray 
we to do? 

A deliy] 
and a lary 
Tortunatel 
shanty, he 


s 
Tourist (entering village). Is there an inn here? soul alive 
Stranger. Yes. “Do you see that house with the tree in front of hospitality 
it?’ That is the worst in the village. or 
Tourist. But I don’t want the worst. I'd rather have the best. hat a 


charming | 


Stranger. Then you'll have to make the best of it, for that is the Sagal 


only one there is, ** much of a 

“SoME men are most awfully pasticular,” observed ALLY a : The Dov 
other evening. “Last night 1 was saying that a man had deny Ker per's di 
off a roof in the city and been killed on the spot, when up jumpe: AS for B 
some old fizgig and said, ‘I beg your pardon, sir, the party In ques- cer 


tion fell from a sixth floor window, and he did not die fora minute 
and a half after he reached the ground.’” 
ss 


s . 
Ally. Now I've shown you round the neighbourhood ; va 
seen the Dogs’ Home, my favourite pub., the trams and the lark. 
what do you think of the place? Hien is 
Visitor. Well, it certainly possesses one advantage, which 1s 2 
tacking in neighbourhoods of greater pretension. 
Ally, And what is that? i Gaui: 
Visitor. An excellent train service to take one out of it. Goo \ 
bye! ae 
* 
Stranger. Mr. Brown live here? ; ; (| 
Native. No; he used to live next door, but he’s mov ed. 
Stranger. Moved! eh? Did he move ina hurry? 
Native. No; it was an ordinary pantechuicon van. 
s* 


ull we sor 
When fo 


* 
“A GENERAL,” the mother said, 
“My boy should be in future years, 
Por wien from school he homeward comes, 
A real Well-inked-un he appears. 
sf 


+. . 
“WELL, not for the last five years has my husband Hele 
late or the worse for sherbet,” said a mild faced matron, th 
smiling on her penn‘orth of tram car, “A on el 
presume?” “Well, not more than he’s obliged to be. fait 
ain't much like my old man. What can he have ey weet 2 
“Well, he’s been a-doing time, but I expect as how DEAE BIA 
ticket-o'-leave,” ete., ete. And then an icy silence Pe eee lait 
that would have made even a Polar bear scream out lor: 
Scotch, 7 


Two charming brides, both of them “old men's darling’: ee 
comparing notes in the ladies’ sitting room at the noe eo 
day after their arrival. “Wasn't it awful coming co a 
No. One, “Oh, ves!” agreed No, Two; “those eget did 
“Oh, I rather liked them!” observed No. One. ere’! 
exclaimed No. Two, “ Yes, dear,” replied No. One, “bec! 
couldn't see my hus—Mr. J., when he kissed me. 


Saturday, October 15, 1892.) 
TOOTSIE AMONG THE PHEASANTS. 


VE see! a perturbed family. 
we tern te ee at home than we are off again—this time to 
i Auors pheasant shooting. Among the extraordinary things 
a that have 
happened 
lately may be 
included the 
fact that 
Billy has had 
a moor lef: 
him by a 
maiden aunt. 
Snook 
grasps the 
situation 
instantly. 
“ We're made 
men,” = gays 
he. “Weopen 
a shop, say, 
in 30nd 
Street or the 
Strand. We 
paint up over 
the door, 
‘The Dook 


A fj | Ly Snook, Dea- 
yi, Ys ler in Game.’ 
Y4\ TY AT || hi A I bagthe 
yy y game on the 

\ 4 moor and 


forward it 
per parcel 
post. 

“ Your Grace,” replied Billy,“ would appear to misremember that 
it is my moor, Suppose, now, that you put on an apron aud play 
it being shopboy.” . ; } 

Happily, a compromise was effected without the shedding of 
ood, and, the necessary having been procured, we all started for 
Lilly's estate. 

When we got to Billy's moor we were much surprised. “Some- 
body's been having a good old game with this bit o’ land,” said 
Killy. He alluded to the stones, and [ never saw so many, They 
were all over the place, and varied in size from a pigeon’s ese to 
Cleop. ras Needle. Billy’s aunt's will spoke of a shooting box 
che had left Billy. Lardi wondered whether it was lying about 
somewhere hidden by the stones, and whether it was as big as an 
ordinary tool box. But Tottie, the poacher’s niece, said, “ You 
supid! A shooting box is a place to live in.” “1 hope it’s gota 
hd. then,” retorted Lardi, opening her umbrella, 

The box—a stone box, as it happened—had a lid, or roof, and a 
door that fell inwards when you pushed it. A couple of bats 
looked Gown on us from a rafter and a lizard up at us from the 


Tootsie and the heavy swell, 


The Dook’s bag. 


earth floor, There was no fireplace and no chimney. It was now 
pouring with rain and very cold. 

The trap that brought us and luggage was outside. What were 
we to do? * * * * * 

A delightful day! A jovial sportsman—the heaviest of swells 
and a large landed proprietor living a few miles away — who, 
fortunately, rode up and availed himself of the shelter of our 
shanty, hearing who we were, “Is there an English al gny it) 
<oul alive who doesn’t know you all?” he said, and offered us the 
hospitality of his house, he being a bachelor. 


* “ * * * 

What a delightful day! Tottie and Lard: and J, all looking 
charming in the newest things in shooting costumes, brought down 
the birds, to the wonder and delight of our host, who was not 
much of a shot himself. 

The Dook, too, did some shooting—two dogs—much to the 
kevper’s disgust. 

As for Billy, not being well, he was intrusted with the luncheon 
] Unper, ° e * * * 

lime rolled on. We sought him. . . . More time rolled on. 
Sail we sought. 

When found, Billy slumbered peacefully, He had looked into 
the hamper. Nay, 
more than that, 
had dived deeply 
down. 

But that did not 
hinder him in any 
way from lunch- 
ing once again, 


. * * 

After lunch. 
Billy declared 
himself to be 
ready for the fray. 
The noble sports- 
man said, “ Don't 
carry your gun 
ke woticket-bat” 
A bird flew up, 
and Billy took a 
deadly aim, “ You 
ain’t cocked it 
said — the 
keeper. I fancy 
/ that keeper had a 
vy sort of contempt 
“Z for our sportsman- 
ship 

A bit Jater on, 
the keeper said, 
“That gent 
couldn't shoot a 
haystack half a 
yard off.” 
‘lly shot the k Half an_ hour 
rir, Whe ip Fortunately, he was not wounded in 
ry for Bille" last saw him, he was alive and lively. He 
he he na gtlle’s blood. Billy says if it’s a question of com- 
Pee Guu have a load of stones off the moor, 


Lilly and the luncheon hamper, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


HOW X AND Y GOT SIDE BY SIDE. 
THE symbol X shall represent 
The artless maiden, Genevieve, 
While Y is for her sweetheart meant, 
And, on & sweet autumnal eve, 
T in a parlour chanced to spy 
X perched a room's length off from Y. 
They chatted gaily in their bower 
What time their eves with laughter glanced ; 
And, at the end of half an hour, 
When by some curious chance | chanced 
Tnto that room once more to peer, 
Lo! X& had drawn to Y more near. 


The gloaming passed : the shades of night 
Across the room begin to creep, 

Aud so | took (ere vanished quite 
Another hour) another peep. 

And—tie, young lovers! fie, oh, fie ! 

Much closer still sat X and Y. 


Ah, Cupid! thou art sure the strong 
And sovereign master of the world! 
I foxed those twain again ere long ; 
And on my bachelor ways | hurled, 
Not loud but deep, one scathing cuss, 
To see XY united thus! 


THE NAUGHTY-BIOGRAPHY OF ALLY SLOPER. 


(Written by himself, with passing observations and Jovt notes 
by his friends and relations.) 


CHAPTER XXVIIL 
MARRIAGE! 


I SUPPOSE there are few men who wed forget the day of their 
marriuge. Never shall 1 forget the time when | provided myself 
with the ring. 

(1 don’t mean to say anything particularly special nasty, but they 
do say the Old 'Un had to raise the wind to get it by raising the 
wind on a tame cockatoo that had been left Hs to take charge of, 
and that his friend went for him the next time they met.— McG.) 

It was a bright and sunny morning when departed as a 
bachelor from my home for the last time. My landlord, as is usual 
in such cases, sent a shoe after me for luck. 

(The Old man forgets to say that the landlord’s foot was in that 
shoe, It was acopper tipped blucher. ALLY was always a little 
behind hand with bis rent, and things had got a bit unpleasant 
when they thought he was on the bilking as well as the matri- 
monial lay.—IKY Mo.) 

There were tears of deep feeling in my eyes when I arrived at 
the sacred edifice. 

(The flavour of the order of the boot was still lingering.—I. M. 
once more.) 

1 was accompanied, of course, by a friend, who acted as best 
man, He clung to my arm in all the ardour of friendship. For, 
alas! friendships with one’s fellows often too quickly come to au 
end when the matrimonial knot is tied. 

(Don't think that I'm blaming Poor Dear Pa, for a moment. 
But he might have saved a bit to have had a coat that was really 
ull his own, instead of being out on hire. The creature who lent 
the garment was a horrid, suspicious wretch, Pa told me once, in 
a moment of confidence moistened by several “Unsweeteneds,” 
that the monster said, 1s he held him by the arm, “No, SLOPER, 
you ain't a-going to do a guy behind them toombstones to go off 
to the leaving shop with my best bloo broadcloth, You may want 
to geta third clase fare to Margit cheap, but you ain't a-goiu to do 
it at my expense, old man.” What a horrid world this is !— 
TOOTSIE.) 

I was much agitated during the ceremony of my espousals. My 
hand shook very much, Calumniators and base and degraded 
scandalmongers have asserted that the festive bowl had flowed the 
night before. The officiating cleric most certainly did not say to 
ine, “ Mr. SLOPER, you might have had a bite at a clove or a cotfee- 
nib, It doesn’t look well for a quiet husband to go to be married 
with quite so much ‘ Red Lion ‘sawdust clinging to the heels of his 
trousers, Why couldn't you be an amateur member of the Band 
of Hope, just for an hour or so, to do honour to the occasion?” 
No, there is no truth whatever in these foul aspersions, 1 did not 
shake so that I inadvertently stuck the ring over the ferrule of my 
father-in-law's umbrella. 

1 was married as one who is a Friend of Man should be. 

(10 be continued next week.) 
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“MARS, THE STAR OF WAR.” 
WHEN twilight softly passes - 
And fades into the night, 
When dreams of darkness gather 
In dimly veiléd night, 
Amid the falling shadows 
I see on high, afar, 
Where, in its crimson glory, 
Shines on the great war-star. 


The star that burns with victory 
And gleams with magic worth, 

The light that lives for conquest 
And loyal love on earth ; 

For hope undimm'd, undying, 
For triumph nobly won, 

The crimson star of coutlict, 
It shines for ever on. 


And thus it gleams at even 
To bid us tight for ave; 
To win the victor’s laurels 
Ere yet life's closing day. 
ong» the star of blessing, 
God-sent the guiding light, 
With hope to cheer the valiant 
And love to bless the right. 


——_.—____—_ 


“SWEET SEVENTEEN” IN A BOAT. 

WITH every respect to her pretty ankles and her big blue eyes, 
why the dickens duin't she stop ashore? 

Strong language? Nota bit of it! If there’s one thing in the 
world that A. SLOPER, by proxy of his sub-editor, holds in holy 
abhorrence, it’s being out in a rowing boat with a girl—a girl with 
big blue eyes, an eighteen inch waist, No. 2 patent leather shoes, a 
tender heart and no small change—steering. 

If you are going against stream, it’s all Fleet Street toa fly-paper 
that she keeps well out in the middle of the river the while she 
expatiates on the beauties of the scenery. You snatch a moment 
to turn your bewildered and perspiring head, and perceive that 
your craft is going bang into an aquatic wayzegoose iu a plethoric 
paddle-steamer. By something only a thousandth part of an inch 
short of a superhuman effort, you manage to avoid the danger, 
whereupon it is absolutely certain she will remark, “ Whata duffer 
youare! You nearly cannoned against that steamer.” You, mind 
your sculls! Theu she “takes you into the current,” and it is only 
by dint of hanging your whole body over the stern and grasping at 
some bulrushes with your teeth that you bring the contoundation 
thing to anchor on the very brink of the weir. Anon your skiff 
wanders wildly over the bosom of the water, and you discover that 
she is steering hard out of the way of an iron railway bridge at 
least a mile and a-half distant, and expects a half-dozen pairs of 
wloves for her prudence in averting an imminent disaster, But, 
never mind, though one might well paraphrase the poet :— 

“Oh, woman, your ideas of fun 
Most certainly do ‘take the bun'! 
You're jolly nice ; on you we dote ; 
Lut, dickens take yuu tn a boat!" 
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BIFFIN’'S COMPLAINT 
BIFFIN'S complaint is big women, 
Don't let there be any misundersiauding on this point. Collee- 


tively he adores the 
sex; but individually, 
and to bring his adora- 
tion to boiling point, 
they must be large, 
massive, colossal, 

Bittin himself is, of 
course, small, not to 
say diminutive, He has 
weak eyes, good nose, 
parts his hair in the 
middle, and owns no 
vhin to speak of. Such 
men lead me to believe 
in the doctrine of pre- 
destination or election, 
the “correct card” of 
their lives being so 
easy of comprehension 
that he who ruus may 
read, 

Last week he was in 
Oxford Street with 
Pottle. Pottle drinks 
special Scotch, and re- 
gards woman on the 
whole as a superfluity. 

“We had such a 
night,” Pottle was say- 
ing. “Ten of us 
speechless, and the 
other three howling 
like mad, when——” 

“By Jove!” inter- 
rupted Biftin, excitedly; “what a figure! what proportions ! 
Weighs two hundred pounds if an ounce, Excuse me, old 
man——" and he tore off towards the Marble Arch as if a mad 
bull had been at his coat-tails. 

And his enthusiasm was not without cause. Tmmediately in front 
of him there had passed a Juno-like form, towering—as a goddess 
should—neck and shoulders above the ordinary every-day crowd 
of pedestrians. The flash of her dark eye, the proud arch of her 
midnight brow and the raven hue of her sombre tresses, as she 
sailed along like some graud old time battle ship, attracted many a 
glance admiration. 

Biffin rushed desperately in pursuit, and fortune favoured him. 
The lady paused for a moment, and as she did so a shambling 
mendicant accosted her. Though she shook her head deter- 
minedly, the fellow still hung about, until Biffin, seizing him by 
the shoulder, bade him begone. As the vagrant slunk away, her 
diminutive champion, 
raising his hat and 
bowing deferentially, 
desired to know if he 
might be of any further 
assistance. 

The goddess smiled 
sweetly and said— 

“You are indeed 
kind, sir. It appears 
hardly safe for an un- 
protected woman to 
roam abroad. | am 
walking to the Park, 
and if you care to ac- 
company me, it will 
but be increasing my 
debt.” 

Biftin was delight- 
ed. Proudly he strutted 
by her side, almost 
reaching her elbow in 
his efforts to appear 
dignified, until, enter- 
ing the Park, they sat 
down on some chairs 
placed in a retired 
corner, 

Biffin could hardly 
believe his luck. The 
most magnificent 
woman he'd ever seen 
in his life, and here he 
was sitting by her side, 
hungrily feasting his eye upon her superb outline. 

Suddenly she placed her gloved hand upon his, and said, softly— 

“Can you love?” 

“Madam,” gasped Biffin, his head whirling, “ia it possible I cau 
do anything else?” 

“Nay,” she cried, commandingly ; “answer me not by vague 
platitudes, Can you love with the burning fire of araging volcano?! 
or are you like the generality of your contemptible sex, merely a 
shallow brained fool?” 

“ My dearest madam,” he faltered, feeling somewhat alarmed as 
her grasp tightened and her lurid eye emitted kindling sparks, “if 
to worship 9 goddess with reverent admiration be to—”" 

“Ah!” she shrieked, suddenly jumping up and towering above 
him like a Nemesis, “you prate of worship—of admiration! Can 
you” (and her voice rose to a scream), “can you love like this?” 
And, grasping him by the neck, she lifted him bodily from the 
ground and whirled him round and round in the air, us though he 
had been the veriest 
feather. 

Shouts were heard ; 
hurrying footsteps ap- 

roached ; and Biftin, 
ying limp and half- 
strangled upon the 
grass, heard a man's 
rough voice say— 

“You've had a 
narrer squeak, sir. 
Auother miuute and 
you'd have bin a 
yonner. We've bin 
huntin’ for her for the 
Jast twenty-four hours, 
She's escaped from an 
asvlum—tried to pison 
her husband—mad as 
a hatter, sir—quiet as 
arule; but alittle man 
nilus rouses her to 
fury! Her husband 
was a little man.” 

But, bless you! that 
didn’t cure Biflin. 
Nothing ever will. 
Why, only the night 
before last he burst 
into my den with— 

“Ha, ha, my boy! 
I've got something in 
hand that would para- 
Iyze you. A dicam, 
my boy—a perfect dream ! I. 
aud turns the scale at fifteen stun: 


Strutted by her siue. 


Grasping Lim by the neck. 


Stands five feet cleven and al he! 


—— 
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332 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


(Saturday, October 15, 1952 


Saturda: 


RN 
S 
\ iy) I] 
“Tam getting thoroughly sick of })| if | 
room dancing, dear. Give me Ta-ri-r Hi 49 
Y Boomde-ey. Come and see me do jt t.. ‘\ f 
SHOCKING OUTRAGE. E “Lor! Just returned from the moors! Had good | morrow. I am getting tired of only), a 
Two distinguished members of the Har are asked for their valuable | Do not be alarmed, fair readers—tiis is only a rehearsal—could sport?” “No, Lain't!" “Iam surprised. Where was servants as spectators,"—Extract rn 
. apinloRipon the new teetotal drinks. i nos be better at the Adelphi. it?" “Dartmoor.” Letter of Young Lady. i | 


of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted, 


©, Ass Sloner will bo detishnd to reeetee photographs ‘rom tno | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—H.R.H. THE DUKE OF CONNAUGHT. | | rn) 
or 


TOOTSIBE’S FRIENDS. 


ct 
net Ch 
! 
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- ss o - 
Why A. SLOPER did not notice that the report from Simla that the Duke of Con- | Indian climate on that part of the A.D.C.'s anatomy.—(2). Gratifying, too, when 
Maught would sueceed Lord Roberts as Commander-in-Clhief in India was contra- taking one's walks abroad, to be saluted by the warriors of Ind, and be the alunina 
dicted the next day—Simla misleading statements are too common, unfortunately— | tion of beautiful Begums. A. SLOPER supposes the old Dutch—supposes that airs, 
must be put down to the fact that for weeks past he has been performing the Hercu- Sloper would insist upon accompanying him.—(3), Well, the costume of ue 
lean task of setting an enormous staff of authors and artists of note to work on his country would become her, perhaps, who knows ?— (4), THE INTERVIEW. To 
No. 256.—Miss ADA TWIBELL. “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS,” 80, friends of SLOPER, look out for the most gigantic 2d. whom have I the honour——?" began the Duke of Connaught. “Arthur, my ' 
worth that has ever issued from printing press. Being, therefore, under the boy.” cried A, SLOVER, with effusion, “have you forgotten whom it was wh. 
“What simple grace! what modesty of port !"— The Dook Snook. erroneous impression that H.R.H. would shortly take command in India, the Eminent in Australia, caught you in his arms when falling under the a-sssin s han a 
= thought that it would be a fitting occasion to interview him, and put in for certainly was not you,” replied H.R.H. “ Perhaps you are right,” said A, Sorel. 
“Her matchless beauty doth inflame my heart. —Lord Bob, A.D.C, — (1), Now, it has always been A. SLOPER'S ambition to be an | “But no matter. “How are you off for Aides-de-camp? I would serve with su! 
pak oe A.D.C. There is something exhilarating in the profession ef an A.D.C., and ; in India, dear boy!” H.R.H. here explained that there was no foundation for Mek 
Where could be found a sweeter maid than she? A. SLOPER would imagine it good for the liver—especially when his occupation | report. Crushed and despondent, A. SLOPER wended h wey back to Mildew Cots’ 
—The Hon. Billy. takes an \.D.C, over an uneven country, whieh wonld counteract the effects of the At sucha moment man requires a stimulant.—(5) Bunt, alas! the bottle was emt 
POACHING ON THE LAIRD’S IL K. 
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(1). “Frenchnail them well, Tammie!" murmured the Elder ; “it makes their flesh nice aud tender!" 


(2). “ Boiled blunderbusses !" hissed tne Laird, “a‘ll make the fles! o° these talpoles tender for this 
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Saturday, October 15, 1892.] 


f& -for- Strikers. \ \\ 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Neizho! summer has departed ; autumn is following its example: yes,and Tam afraid winter is | badly :—To Yankeeland does Cody go, And with him takes his Wild West Show :—No work for 
a'most atone door, The days are shortening rapidly, and the nights already begin to grow | Goiles, so Sal and he To London come, as we here see :—A_ female gay a joke tries on, And Cabby 
chilly, Well, well! we must grin and bear it, | suppose, although the grin will not be very hearty: | finds his hansom gone :—A summons, as a last resource, The master is dismissed, of course, Will 

Av''v) and wounded they are all, One by one the strikers fall :—“ Ail exercise is bush!” says Jov. | has departed at last, or is about doing so. He will, he tells me, be glad to see all his friends who 
“Luvrer take it. you must know" :—Farmers take their business sadly, Fruit and wheat are paying | can possibly manage the trip, at Chicago next year. —TIE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


SOMEWHAT COw-Evn. 
ey 


BILL STICKERS 
wien BE 
PROSECUTED 


— +4 — 


Master Tom Stickers, Golly, pa, look there! What's brother 
Bill been up to? and why don't he hook it ? 


» MT Jack Lyttleton proposed to Mabel Johnson yester- DEATH FROM CHOLERA. — 
‘ool gracious! but Mabel is a married woman !" Lillie, Oh, goodness, Connie, here are some horrid cows! and I can never pass cows unless I've got “*You refuse me!" he shrieked. ‘Then, there is nothing but 
. this!’ And, with a dexterons twist, he ent off his head with the 


* US her husband is da: a 
g.” ngerously ill,and can't possib] a man’s arm, t 1 " [ h 
0 x Connie. How stupid you are, Lillic! Perhaps the drover will give you his, sharp edge of his collar.” £.rtract from Twentieth Century Novel, 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 
Pik football senson has commenced, Even if the wretched!y 


cud and unpleasant weather were nut a sufticient sign of its 
advent, a mere glance 
at the columns of a 
hewspaper, or a careless 
analysis of the motley 
throng who conzregate 
at the various Loudon 
railway stations on 
Saturday afternoons, 
would afford ample 
evideuce that the great 
game is once 
more in’ full 
swing, For 
would not 
the former 
process inform 
na of the 
number of 
unfortunates 
who have been 
carried, 

maimed and 
battered, on 
hurdles from 
the scene of 
carnage, and 
the latter 
reveal to us 
humerous un- 
healthy looking vouths, of solemn expression and gaunt frames, 
clad in weird and mud-bespittered garb, struggling for seats in the 
train that is to carry them to the swamp on which this delightful 
pastime is played, And the evening papers have started their 
“football editions,” too, “All the Latest’ Results and Accidents, 

you know, Ol! it's a charming game, Who wouldn't be a foot- 
baller? .* 


A writer on fashions ina contemporary, chiefly produced in 
the interests of the fair, says that ball gowns will be worn longer 
this season, This is good news for the long suffering hubby 
possessed of a short purse and a pretty wife who bestows her 
patronage upon expensive dressmakers, 


. 

We understand that the journeyman hatter who was brought up 
at a country police court, charged with loitering on the roof, of an 
unoccupied building, was not trying to get a nap upon the files, 

of 


WE are now threatened with a’plague in comparison with which 
the ten plagues of Egypt will dwindle into insignificance. Mistaken 
we may be, 'tis true, but report 
has it, in unmistakable terms, 
that shortly a small species of 
barrel organ will be introduced 
into the average drawing room, 
And is long-suffering man to 
bear the introduction of this 
novelty in silence? No; athou- 
sand timesno! We must protest 
with alltieeloquence at our come 
mand. Pianos are bad enough 
in the hands of an indifferent 
player; but an organ, out of 
which even the little child of 
three can grind tunes, is a terror 
which is calculated to make the 
hair of even the most compla- 
cent of men stand on end with 
horror, se 

* 

THE F.O.M. knows howto take 
care of himself; and as he so 
often makes a night of it, he is 
always on the look out for the 
tp-to-datest dodges, with the 
object of making his mornings 
more comfortable than they 
might otherwise be. Kut per- 
haps he never experienced more 
delightfully soothing sensations 
of ease than when he first donned 
the latest thing in dressing gowns—the “Ososki,” to wit, patented 
by Mr. David Ososki, of Wood Street, Cheapside, London, When- 
ever anyone intends calling on the Eminent Littérateur early in 
the day, they should make sure beforehand that he is wearing 
this invaluable garment. They are far less likely to be chucked 
when he has got it on. Oh! isa soother, aud no mistake, 


THE Mildewed Seer haa this day been graciously pleased to con- 
fer the “Award of Merit” upon H. ASQUITH, because he gices 
promise of making a model Home Sceretary, “ Feyther,” softly 
murmured the Azure Eyed, “ wot's your fake now, trying to propi- 
tinte Asquith in case he ever ‘as to consider a petition for your 
reprieve from the gallus?) There’s no knowin’ when you might 
murder a peeler, if you're a bit on——" but here the Antiquated 
suddenly interposed, and, ten minutes later, all that remained of 
Alexandry was swept carefuily into a dustpan and carried to the 
nearest hospital fur repairs, Pay 

* 


NEVER since the representation, some years ago, of the famous 
sporting drama, A Run of Luck, has a Drury Lane production 
nroused 

'| so much 
i interest 
as that 
which now 
centres 
about Zhe 
Prodigal 
Daughter, 
w itih 
which Sir 
Augustus 
Harris 
has com- 
menced the 
autumn 
season 
at his 
classical 
play-house, 
Turf in- 
trigue, 
though 
not a new 
subject, is 
one which 
rarely fails 
to find 
favour in 
the eves of the playgoer anxious for exciting fare, whilst it, of 
course,affords well nigh endless opportunities for dramatic situations 
and thrilling scenes, as well as ample scope for the introduction 
of counter plots and what we believe is popularly known as “the 
strong vein of human interest.” The Prodigal Daughter should 
be seen; it is a bright, well written, up to date drama, full of 
puthos, humour and power, and staged and mounted ina manner 
which makes us wonder where the realism of the theatre will end 


FREE TRADE all round seems to be John Hollingshead’s motto, 
consequently the next ballet at the Alhambra, which is due about 
Christmas time, will have in 
it all the elements of bur- 
lesque, Popular Fred Storey 
has been engaged for the 
spectacle, and songs have 
been sandwiched in with a 
liberal hand. One and two 
line parts will, of course, be 
plentiful, and doubtless we 
shall hear of the usual struggle 
amongst the Indies of the 
ballet in their efforts to 
secure what is to them the 
plums of the profession. Prob- 
ably, if this sort of thing 
continues, we shall, before 
long, be treated to the sight 
of Henry Irving appearing at 
the Empire and Alhambra, 
and Mdlle. Palladino at the 
Lyceum and Haymarket 
Theatres. *.* 


Mr. Haypn Parry's light 
romantic opera, Cigarette, has 
been transferred from the 
Lyric Theatre to the Shaftes- 
bury Theatre, where it is now 
Inveting with great success, 
Miss Geraldine Ulmar appears 
for the first time in the title 
rélr, and is accorded a very 
enthusiastic welcome . ae 
Madame Albu, as Violette, charms all with her pretty singing ; 
whilst Joseph O'Mara makes a big hit in the character of Claude. 
Charles,Collette as Nicotine is immense, and brings down con- 
tinuous roars of laughter. Cigarette should be seen. 

td 


. 

Apropos of the Shaftesbury Theatre, Mary Collette is ap aring 
in a little comedietta, entitled, Cousin's Courtship, written by her- 
self. The piece is smartly written and capitally acted by the clever 
little authoress and Oswald Yorke. 

s* 
s 

THE General Steam Navigation Company are advertising trips to 
Bordeaux weekly (Friday), Edinburgh every Wednesday and 
Saturday, and Ostend Wednesdays and Sundays, Those who are 
fond of an invigorating sea voyage cannot do better than patronize 
the magnificent vessels belonging to this company. The trips are 
cheap and the accommodation xood. 


s 

WE are glad to see that one or two powerful organs of the Press 
are lending theirnid to the effort which is being made to improve 
the vehicular traflic of 
our streets. The police 
are in many instances 
powerleas to cope with 
the mélange of carts, 
waggons, cabs and 
‘buses, which make our 
streets a regular Hades, 
consequently disorder 
rages rampant, Not only 
have foot passengers to 
dodge vehicles, but fall- 
ing scaffolding and 4 
chimneys are as plenti- ; 
tul as pebbles in the sea, 
and a sudden plunge 
nny precipitate one from 
out of the frying-pan 
into the fire without the 
slightest warning. A 
falling chimney pot 
does not improve the 
shape or glossiness of a 
silk hat, and a prod 
irom a descending 
scaffold pole is not 
calculated to improve 
the temper Or the diges- 
‘ion of even an elephant. 
Chis being the case, it 
is to be hoped that the 
authorities will see their 
way clear to concoct some scheme by which the great dangers of 
our streets may be at any rate alleviated. 


* 

“ALLY SLOPER'’s ROUND GAME OF PERSONALITIES,” which 
we have mentioned before in these columns, coutinues to enjoy a 
xood sale, and deservedly so, “although we say it as shouldn't.” 
In answer to numerous inquiries, and in view of the near approach 
of the Festive Season, we once more call attention to the fact that 
this amusing game can be obtained at most toyshops, stationers’, 
etc., whilst Messrs, Cave and Easterling, of 25 Red Cross Street, 
and Mr, A. Hamburg, of 7 Hatton Garden. London, E.C., are both 
prepared to supply the Wholesale Trade. Now, then, ye Sloperians 
and others, who love to spenda merry hour with your friends, fork 
out the ‘umble bob, and if “ Ally Sloper’s Round Game of Person- 
alities ” doesn't move you to mirth—why, nothing will. 

s 


TRULY, we at times worship strange idols! Just now, for instance, 
how public interest centres around Skirts! Everybody seems to 
have gone mad 
upon the subject; 
every tiny  para- 
graph or exhaustive 
article dealing with 
it being greedily 
devoured, and in- 
variably proving 
such acceptable 
fare as to engender 
Oliver Twist like 
tendencies in the 
bosoms of its par- 
takers, and cause 
them to “ask for 
more.” Even staid, 
highly respectable 
journals now com- 
mission a lady 
interviewer to en- 
deavour to learn 
the precise number 
of yards of finejlace 
composing the 

tticoats worn by 
Miss Giddy Hygh- 
flyer in her cele- 
brated dance at the 
Flippity, or the 
exact cost of the 
dainty lingerie 
which nightly en- 
velopes the shapely 
limbs of Duckie Pettington, as she tranaports the gilded youth 
ne frequent the luxurious palace of varieties at which she per- 
orms, 


Ride cenaeeh season ee 
18th October, 1838.—A novel scene was pr... 


| 


20th October, 1767.—Rosine Barrot's will, under ti ai 


(Saturday October 15, 1899, 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 2zNp, jay.” 
16th October, 1860.—The whole libret ; 
opera, Rovin Hood (44 columns), was inserted Sac cit oes 
in the Zimes of this date. The first advertisements ane, 
Eo sey were in the shape of small bills affixed tothe... 
St. ‘au re ES ea 


paella are) a eRe: 
17th October, 1838.—This day Mr. Hamptons 1a. 


“ Albion,” at Cheltenham, having n inflated and 
ready for the start, the aéronaut got into the basket of th..., 
and having cut the cord which bound him to the earth, the |, 
and parachute ascended in fine style, and took a south... 
tion. In about ten minutes the parachute was detached anil, ; 
diately es are the balloon, at the same instant, turnin, 
turvy, and, discharging its gas, collapsed immediately and 
the ground, which it reached while yet the parachute wa. 
beautifully above. The descent of the parachute was <1) 
uniform throughout, and Mr. Hampton reached tie 
perfect safety. The place of the descent was Badgewo: 
tive miles from Cheltenham. a 


St. Pancras Church this day, At the usual hour of ten «\.., 
several parties arrived to be united in matrimony, atier).. | 
their friends. One respectable looking party suddenly |,..:,.: 
the porch, and when the beadle directed their way to the 
young man answered, “ No; | have changed my mind,” ; 
vidual turned out to be the intended bridegroom. Entreare. ,. | 
expostulations were of no avail; he persisted in commit): - 
breach of promise of marriage, and walked hastily away, to...0, 
by his intended. who, with mingled feelings of disappoin 
shame, scorn and contempt, the Tast apparently prevailins 
the golden symbol of matrimony at him, and then returned to). - 
friends, The cvuse of this extraordinary conduct did not t: isp 


19th October, 1852.—11 is singular that, although jv. 
for the making and convenient using of tobacco date baci 1), |7 
there are no records of any plans for the lighting of tobaces jy; 
the above date, when Gabriel Benda secured letters patent for w,; 
are described as “ improvements in apparatus for obtaining tir. 
smokers,” consisting of a fusee “to burn with a flame.” wi 
seems to have been, even at that modern date, a novelty in Ens 1: 


was simply this :—“ 1 give to my sister, 20; Jeanne, 10; Pauline, « 
Marie, 6; Julie, 6. I give to Gustave, 6; Eugénie, 7; Anni-, 1i- 
Total, 75.” This was the entire will. At last it was found tio 
75,000 francs was meant. Two trials at law failed to overthrow tio 
decision arrived at by the relatives respecting the just distribution 
of the property. 


2ist October, 1772.—Samuel Taylor Coleridge, the 
whe was born this day, was staying, in 1797, with his vouns w: + 
and child at Nether Stowey, a small village in the heart of 
setshire. There was difticulty in procuring in it anything beso) 
the mere necessaries of life. Among other luxuries jmpos-ih 
attainment in the village shops, but which Coleridge ranked 9-1 
necessary of life, were pens. An ardent admirer having he: 
grumble thereat, sent a supply of carefully prepared quills. \ 
welcome donation elicited the following reply :—“ Most Ex jui-i 
Benefactor,— May he, who shall nilipend or derogate from thy ps 
making merits, do penance and suffer penitential penalty peu 
up in some pernicious peninsula of penal and penetrant fire, pe 
-ive and pendulous, pending a huge slice of eternity. Were is 
write till Pentecost filled whole Pentateuchs, my grateful expr-- 
sions would still remain merely a penumbra of my debt of grants: 


22nd October, 1658.—Under this date, Evelyn wri 

‘Saw the superb funerall of the Protector, He was carried 
~omerset House in a velvet bed of state, drawn by six here>. 
Oliver lying in effigy in Royal robes and crown'd with a crow. 
sceptre and globe ikea King. But it was the joyfullest fuser 

| ever saw, for there were none that cried but the dogs, which tu: 
oldiers hooted away with a barbarous noise, drinking and tlio: 
:obacco in the streets as they went.” 


THE TALE OF A TILE. 
OH! once « had a guinea hat as black as London snow, 
\nd all the week where’er I went that hat was sureto go: 
it went with me to church one day, though ‘twas against my re— 
* Who takes a good top-hat to church must be, indeed, a fool ; 


i placed it underneath the seat, but cruel was its fate ; re 
“Iwas rubbed the wrong way by the skirts of girls who came in iat. 
I kicked it nineteen times myself before the sermon’s close— 

(I always fidget with my feet when trying not to doze). 


And when collection-time came round, in just the old, old sty-. 
A girl within our pew uprose and dashed into the aisl«: 

Her skirts encircled my poor tile and down the aisle it went— 
It made the children laugh and play to see the accident. 


T rescued it within the porch, but found it was, alas! 

Quite different from its former self—a hapless, napless mass. 
Oh! never more will I transgress my once neglected rule— 
“Who takes a good top-hat to church must be, indeed, a fo: 


ee 


ROMANCE AND REALITY. 


“Just ha’f a crown t’ buy the piccaninnies some Vreat. 
honour, and Romany Ruth will tell y'r honours fortune. 7 
“Your honour,” atall, handsome, middle aged man of some 
Midsummer half-quarters, seemed almost .oo tired to hive fe 
voice of the gipsy temptress. He had walked all the be Late 
town into the heart of the grand old forest, and he seeme: i 
in need of rest than the reading of his palm. But. Romany a 
was never put off with one or two or twenty rebuffs, and sie = 
shambled along at his heels. the port 

“Tis a wicked eye y'r honour has——come, cross at va 
gipsy’s hand with silver—three sixpences will nearly Got: 
Ruth will tell ye what's in store for ye.” : id worried 

He paused and gazed at her. There was 2 tired ar renee! 
expression in his eyes; but, fumbling in his right han ‘ 
pocket, he produced three “tanners ” and laid them an i 
hen she took his right hand and laid it on her left, anc ee 

“Yer honour is in love. Yer honour's heart is ice : 
tiful fair lady—I should think she’s tall and stately i ere 
zolden—‘ diamond,’ by the cards; yer honour loves her, 
loves yer honour. Is it true?” ful Miss P 

“As gospel,” he assented, as he thought of beautiful ° 
jambe at the “Cat and Cruet-Stand.” 

“She will bring you money,” continned Ruth, 
of his hand, “and a change of house ; but there is 4 ¢ 
is badly disposed towards you both. Nevertheless, yo! 
the lady, and soon.” : 1 pro-orett] 

Despite all this good news he still seemed sad and | u 
so she snid— . & 

“Ts there anything you wish explained? 

“Well—er—ves,” he said, “ there is.” 

“What is it?” ve q barn 

“Why, just this, The ‘tall and stately blonde isa 
the ‘money she is to bring me’ out of the badly eel i 
man’s’ till? ‘cos he keeps the pub. Then there's ene 
If I'm to ‘marry her scvon,’ can you give me a Loe 
vetting rid of a brown eyed brunette who marree 
unguarded moment fourteen years ago, together Wi! 
assorted kids with which Heaven has blessed Oe al 

Crash! The jealous Judah, who hawked bok 
same caravan troupe, had stolen up behind and aiibt : 
heliever with an ice-cream can, Tt is sucrileze ca ae 
scopes of Romany Ruth, however impracticable they 
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Saturday, October 15, 1292.] 
A CAUTION TO CRITICS. 


ruudy’s letter complaining of his recent treatient by the critics.) 


r t=cten at ae Grun- 
4, Soa, 7 you v's grum ing 
( i Whig Ga os EN eee Tee 
= (ae day ; umbling) 
SAE Tae Horther Now we cry (our spirits 
rock Cane : “What will Wr, Grun- 
f ~ 5 dy say?” 
By “we” I mean those 
fiends who dare to 
Criticise an §8,-G, 
play— 

Hence this fear they 
must be heir to— 
“Gracious! what will 

Grundy say?” 
If we dare to hint at 
Gilbert 
When we mention 
Grundy’s play, 
Grundy may go off his 


What would Mr. Grun- 


. « * * 
He has said it! and his 
sneering [dismay ; 
Fills poor critics with 
And they shriek—while 
disappearing— 
* What, O! what doth Grundy say? 
Yea, each play-dissecting scorner, 
Seeing “Sydney” on the way, 
Cries (in darting round the corner) 
“Horror! what weld Grundy say J” 


_ 


MABEL’S PET. 


“Manen,” said the old gentleman, testily, looking up sharply 

a wu lis paper, “that puppy of yours is becoming a nuisance—n 
ive pest. The moment it gets dark the little beast commences 
. Yon must go and quiet him.” 
fiir sirl rose and left the apartment to obey her sire’s behest. 
vor little thing,” she said on her return, “I've fastened him 
) ut inside the barn at the top of the garden: he won't be quite 
bei there. You must remember he's only a puppy, father,” 
Fieold gentleman ouly granted, and Mabel strolled across the 
Deu cud gazed at herself carefully in the glass. There was 2 
: eens ilush upon her fair cheeks which had been ubsent ten 
pn ives previously; her exertions in the interests of her doggie 
= ot-abtless heated 


lar they were ap- 
reatly in vain, for 
Hoely had she sete 
down again come 
= rally Chan a pros 
pool whine and oa 
vs of short, sharp 
~ told that) the 
SUI Was anys 
bit satistied 
hav quarters, 
nfonnd ine” 
pped the ond man, 
erly. “this is mose 
= moving. Lo will not 
eS yethe litle eur dise 
ah bone ike this,” 
Iurresdiv Mabel 
itt ie YOu and 


Hit brave vut into the dark, silent garden to quiet her four 
Med pet, 


° ir the latter must have been unusually Peevish ; it took quite 
feel minutes to soothe him, And when, nt the end of that 

i ried. Mahel re-entered the house, a careful observer might have 
tewd that the colour in her cheeks had deepened, and that the 
Hiv iin which clustered around her snowy brow was a trifle rum- 
ris Tat dozs—es pecially puppies—are so demonstrative, 

a sul ouly a short. interval elapsed, and then the barking re- 
Mrusneed, but Mabel, staying not to listen to her father's impre- 
tive, Hed rapidly from the room, 

» sitid her sire, interrogatively, when, after half an hour's 

ice she returned, “well,am L to be disturbed again?’ 

"No, father, no. 1 don't think he'll bark much more, I really 

ey Ae Boop little thing felt he'd been naughty. He seemed 

te Denitent, 

"Ua!" said the old gentleman,“ he’s an in 

revcitier all. 1 touk a stroll up the 


Te soothing him 
M) hj 


{ 


C= 


8 


U Kuow—as | was to hear him tell you to‘ 
his snoulder and give oose own love 
Mook here, my girl, Just ou trot out again and tell y 
at it there's any more row, there myself with i 
4 on \aud a horse whip ‘T’ve had just about enough of it for 


Bie fair girl obeyed in silence, She was 
'ppy didn’t bark again that night, 


_ 


GIRLS oF THE “FRIY. 
No. 68.—Decima PLEss, 


THE foolish bigots, who madly 
moan [civic throne, 
That, with Alderman Knill on the 
We shall resurrect in this peaceful 
clime (time. 
The days of the martyrs of olden 
Are nursing a vain alarm : 
For, if nobody wished more 
harm— ill— 
And if nobody wrought more 
To his fellows than Alderman 
Knill, 
Then never on anyone's head a hair 
Would be injured by anyone else, 
we'll swear ! 
As % matter of fact, the fusa began 
hrough poor dear Knill being 
7 somehow blamed fof Man 
F oran edict fierer which the Friend 
Through the length and breadth 
of the land proclaimed. 
And the edict ran thusly, “I here- 
_by swear (Lord Mayor, 
That if I, ALLY SLOPER, be made 
1 will torture with thumbscrew 
_ and rack and lash, 
I will wallop with knout and with 
.,, Poker bash, ( ‘silver heat,’ 
T will drench with the Arsenal's 
will drag by the hair through 
London street, 
ire | ithfield roast 
ritain who dares to boast 
‘charming M, I, double 8 
Plata than Decima Pless |" 


tl 


only two minutes, but 


bel« 


filbert— fay say? | 


start Pecksnifting about Literary Frauds ? Why, han 
deuce! you know jolly well that you yourself are 
sious Literary Fraud that ever escaped being 


no boys, the giris grow up bashful and namby-pamby.”” 


to remark that you never spoke a truer word in the whole of your 
natural existence,” 


friends who have none. See how they 


wardrobe, together with the onarpy, blue spotted foulard sailor knot, 
such as a woman never buys. 


eminently masculine swagger she ass 
and note how all the other buddin a visit to her aged father, The proud and happy Sir Montmorency 
envy. Note how she seems Senerally at home all round. and when h 

one of the others press her with, “Oh 


Wh is it advisable to call Aspadea spade ?—Because it's neither 
a heart.a club, nora diamond, 


MANY cans belong to the boozing ken, but the boozing ken only 


FOND as SLOPER is of getting “tick,” there's one kind of tick 
that he's studiously avoiding. We mean the “ Asia-tic,” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY,. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOx. SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE LADY ELFRIDA. 
(A SToRY OF THE CRUSADERS.) 
pt it cannot be ¢ eer 
eae S CHAPTER Y, 
Sin MontMonency DE Br 
osophic and religious dis- | eit hours after his nauriag 
cussion. It has inspired myself and ’ 


ah, 


oP) 


NEE HIL.s, 
INDIA, September lst, 1892, 

DEAR ALLY,—Much as it may ast 

from this God-forsaken quarter of the world, ye 
matter of much 


loved. Your wonderful series of zoologi 


le labours and exertions, 


ur eff as been the unexpected discovery 
of the inclosed pre-historic reptile—the Ally-gator—from which, 


no doubt, your distinguished self may, in the course of evolution, 
claim descent, Trusting that even this tritling discovery my be 
of service to you in your Herculean labours, 

lieve me, dear ALLY, your ever devoted servant, 


C. R. MAGGs, Corporal, 


Union BANK, BARRHEAD, September 30th, 1892, 
DEAR SiR,—! beg to acknowledge Teceipt of the “SLOPER ny 
Award of Merit,” which shall have a promineut place in my house, Vy 
shall have much pleasure in sending you one of my photos., f 
which have been taken, but not ye 


t completed. With many 
thanks for the honour you have conferred, 


I remain, yours truly, JAMES POLLOCK. 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 135.—HE APEs Mr. LABOUCHERE—WITH ONLY 
MODERATE SUCCEss, 
WITH the fine independence that's made him a king 

Amongst men, since he first in his cradle lay curled, 
ALLY SLOPER may always be trusted to cling 

To the fortunate person who's up in the world. 

With that chivalry planted deep, deep in his breast, 

Which has justly obtained him a world wide renown, 
ALLY SLOPER ne'er feels so contented, so blest, 

As when doughtily kicking the person who's down. 
So. when Campbell and Morgan and Tomkins and Co, 
whoo not wy their ee scyeeies any more, 

he sublime Unco Guid One—the Whiter than Suow— : : : 

ants 1; > ment © did Iie riousness, Her lord and master was beside himse 

On each “littery gent" did his venom eulpour: welcomed her into his ancestral castle, 
“Those Literary Frauds” throughout each hour observe the keenly critical look she ¢: 

Of dining formed the staple of his talk ; 

“Those Literary Frauds” made glum and sour 

His noble features when he took his walk, 
“Those Literary Frauds,” in gay saloon, 

Made howls of indignation from him burst ; 
“Those Literary Frauds,” from morn ull noon, 

From noon to dewy eve, he censeless cursed, 


Drowning his grief. 


out, brief ns it was, it might have been considerably 
occasion arisen to give his lady occasion to show he 


‘lighted from the gaily caparisoned palfrey which had so proudly 
borne the lady from her paternal home, “Nor had he noticed the 
frown of displeasure which she turned upon her aged father, who 
was at the wedding breakfast industriously utilizing the plentiful 
iiquids as a means of drowning his grief at her approaching depar- 
(ure from the castle, or of moistening his joy at the freedom he 
» he ¢ hoped to enjoy inthe near future, It was only a frown, Had it 
“Those Literary Frauds” in nightly dreams sot been for the presence of the wedding guests, it might have 
Caused hideous nightmares on his chest to squat; been something more forcible, 
“Those Literary Frauds” did seen, meseems, But the Lady de Branegold withstood the temptation to let her- 
Exceeding like to drive him off his dot? self loose upon her sire, and contented he 
Some days agone, the Moss-Grown Hogwash Tub blood-curdling a manner as she could upo 
Adorned a “smoker” nt the Screedists Club, 
And mighty soon was bawled upon by each 
Good Screedist to outpour sume timely speech, 
Then modestly he on the platform hopped, 
And to those brilliant scribes his curtsey dropped, 
And said, “Sweet brethren, since | know that each 
True Screedist still true honesty applauds, 
I'll censure, in a fierce and frenzied speech, 
Those vile, nefarious Literary Frauds!” 
But, ere the poor Fossil could get any further, 
The Screedists, as if he'd committed some murther, 
Fell on him, and, as from the Club he was booted, 
In his ears, like the builders of Babel, they hooted ! 


SPOKEN (in seventeen languages). W 


founded ge eho who boom yours 
letters, yet don’t 


rself with scowling in as 
u him, Strange her glare 
seemed to 
have little 
effect. The 
old man 
imbibed 
his beer 
and other 
liquids 
with calm 
indiffer- 
ence of her 
dis plea- 
stre, and 
even when 
she ob- 
taineda 
mom ent’s 
private 
audience 
of him, 
and ina 
fie ree 
whisper 
warned 
him of her 
wrath, all 
the old 
Baron re- 
marked 
y and you'll 
ry body, can 


hat! have you the con- 
elf as a talented man of 
now a B from a bull's foot—to stand there and 
& your impu- 
the most egre- 
tarred and feathered ! 
— 


GIRLS WITH BIG BROTHERS. 
THE dear, sweet, affable mother of fourteen, and the youngest 


ust on eleven, said, “ Believe me, Mr, SLOPER, there's nothing like 


ig brothers for bringing girls out; in families where there are 


“Precisely, dear madain, precisely, In fact, A. SLOPER desires 


Gaily the bright cavalcade pranced along. 


was, “Oh, it’sh all right ! boss your own husband now 
irl | have enough to do. Can’tsh expectsh to boss eve 
envy her the stiff starched you?” 

d from Harry's or Charlie's She felt her power had gone for the time, but she would yet live 
to recover it, 


Observe the “girl with big brothers” going amongst her 


hirt which she has obviously purloine 


eep your admiring optic on the 
umes on entering the room, 


‘J * * *. 
M Forty-eight hours after her marriage, her ladyshi 
g divinities regard her with 


* * 
Pp resolved to pay 


de Branegold was pleased that her ladyship should ride forth, and 


+ Madge, do play some- hastened toarm himself and order out his 


hing!" she doesn't sniggle and simper likea four-year-old, fresh 


retinue, that the visit 


might be paid in fitting state, Gaily the bright cavalcade pranced 
from the nursery, although she can't finger the piano the least 


< along, shining in the full panoply of the period, and retlecting back 
little bit, but says, “ or cert’nly; how does this strike you?” 
and with the most delight 


“Oi charity !"" just as one of her big brothers might do— 


the glint of the sun from the urnished armour-plate of the men- 
at-arms. The Lady de Branegold's white palfrey curve:ted on the 
sward, as if conscious of the beauty and spirit of the lady who so 
firmly held the reins, and that of Sir Montmorency also snorted 
and spurned the ground on which it trod, ; 

The day was bright, and the retainers laughed and chatted gaily 
as, amid the clash of armour, 
the fragment of some gay 
ballad was chanted by one or 
other of the horsemen. 

As the cavalcade approached 
the towers of Torquiville, an 
unwonted spectacle awaited 
them. No welcoming banners 
of greeting were flung out 
upon the outer walls, and 
the lowered porteullis and 
withdrawn drawbridge _ be- 
spoke an attitude of reserve, 
if not of defiance. 

The situation was as embar- 
rassing as_it was unexpected 
and Sir Montmorency  startec 
us he noticed the dark look of 
passion which overspread the 
face of his bride, 

“Wind ye that bugle, an 


ful sang froid, warbles, to the tune of 


“Oh, seven long years ‘ave I bin in gaol! 
And seven years more must I stay, 

Just for meetin’ a bloke in our swimmin’ bath, 
And a-takin’ his veskit av-ay!" 


No, madam, Storer admires the girl with big brothers! 


THE SWEETEST GAME, 
WIteN to Adam, alone in his garden of old, 
Entered beautiful Eve with the tresses of gold, 
They went roaming, they twain, "neath the foliage green, 
And they saw that their Eden was sweet to be seen, 
Then quoth Adam to Eve, “To beguile the glad hours, 
Now what game shall we play ‘mid these exquisite flowers?” 
And, “I think, if you please,” said the sweet smiling miss, 
“L would like a nice game, dear, of Kissiekisskiss !” 


With a flush on your cheeks you may crib-flushes take : 
You may break into smiles o'er your billiard room break ; 
You may raise a rare racket as rackets you wield, 

Or feel(d)deucedly gay as you deucedly field. 

sut the sport, that to sport loving creatures of earth 

Has a maximum brongnt of true gladness and mirth, 
From the day when dear Eve first proposed it till this, 
Is the old fashioned game known as Kissiekisskiss ! 


* . it be no toy,” she said, im- 
Oh, the power of the Puritan clique may increase, P avails “and  stmutuon 
And the lanky MacCrankie grow still mair “ preceese ” ! so1ieone ‘to yonder walls to 
Oh, the prude may endeavour, with never a blush, explain this” outrage,” she 
To rush out of existence the rapturous “ rush- continued, ina voice of fury. 
rig of spirits together” when loving lips meet ! Gallantly Sir Montmorency 
But, alas for the world! if the young and the sweet a f gle, albeit th 
Ra H | ; winded the bugle, albeit the 
Should be ever cajoled to abandon the bliss temper exhibited by his lady 
Of the thrice happy game known as Kissiekisskiss ! made more than one alexis 
ring in the fanfare, and ere 
HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. he had withdrawn the instru- 
ment from his lips, a tremb- 
ling head appeared at an - 
embrasure in the battlemented walls, and a feeble voice, in 
trembling accents, was heard to wail forth— 
“Not at home!” ; 
(To be continued next week.) 


Sir Montmoreney winded the buzle. 


nes to one can, To wit, the pnbli-can, 


ANEGOLD had been happy for forty. 
ée. The period was uota long one 


shortened had 
t proud impe- 
If with joy as he 
, and too much in love to 
ist upon his retainers as she 
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THE “F.OS."” PORTRAIT GALLERY. RATHER COOL. Ate 


Attorney. But, if you never wrote the girl any }.:; 
you're quite safe, aie 
Soap ys raed a ‘ad = & phonograph in 1, 
room, a t y Word Lott 
up in evidence. ~ eae aes ask 


No, 277. Mn. RG. KNOWLES, P05. 


first class musie halls will have little difficulty, we imagine. in 
recognizing the above portrait as that of the talented comedian 
Whose dry patter and grotesque dancing nightly provokes so my o ye : Berges: 
se meres Gurnee Hie STAG ceTelGve re hail She. Dance all the dances with me, It‘il make all the other girls jealous. 
from the land of stars and stripes, Pe touk to musie quite from dle, But I'm married, 

infancy, and could play * Yankee Doodle’ on a comb and eurl- 
paper at seven months, and evoke an air bearing a distant 
resemblance to * Hail, Columbia!’ from a tin-whistle at the age 


of atwelvemonth When he grew to man’s estate, it suddenly AN AUTUMN TRAGEDY. 


I have met for miles, I say, Chawbacon, whic, |. i 
: : ’ way you drink milk about here ? 
She, Never mind, itll make your wife jealons too, Chawbacon, Swallow it. 


occurred to him that he onglt to give the public a taste of his 
talents; but the free and enligltenel citizens of the Great 
Republic not taking kindly to R. G.’s favourite instruments, the 
latter decided to entertain them with his voice, Before, how- 
ever, he could carry this latter scheme inte practice, a national 
subscription was raised for the purpose of inducing him to leave 
the country, and Knowles, who is nothing if not patriotic, agreed 
to do so, and came over to England, to which he has taken so 
kindly that it seems likely he will remain here, Chiefly because 
he's a popular favourite, he was created P.O.S.. and the * Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him Octoler Ist, 1892.°—Debrett 
Improved. 


“Tsay, Jack, don’t you think I look taking in my new High- 
land costume?” “ Don't know about taking, old man, but I see 
you look up to snuff.” 


(3) 


(1), ‘Twas in the sad autumn, and the youth and maiden wandered through golden side of the leafy screen. listened with some curiosity to the shrieks, oaths and ct!r 
woodlands, “Oh, Leander !” cried she, “do get me some of those lovely crimson leaves sounds of battle proceeding from the hedge.—(4). “ Now, my fine feller,” ob-ets | 
on the top of the hedge.”——(2). It was rather an awkward task, but Leander went Black Bob, when he had sufficiently wreaked his vengeance, “I shall keep t!> ' 
for it like a good ‘un, Unfortunately, the hedge-top was not quite up to his welght, ‘ticker’ o' yourn and your * pieces’ to indemnify me for my trouble, aud let t! 
and the sudden bending of the faithless twigs deposited him somewhat abruptly upon be a warning to yer. Some of ‘em wouldn't a-let yer hoff so heasy.”"——(°). 
the recumbent form of Black Bob, the poacher, who was enjoying a well earned | Leander,” said Seraphina, “all is over between us. I can never respect a man 
siesta under the hedge after a hard night's work,x—(3), Bob was not at all the kind | cannot quit my side for one instant without involving himself in a low braw! wit) 
of man to appreciate practical joking of this nature, and Seraphina, on the other | tramp, or who would present himself before me in such a state, Adieu for ever 


GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 


“CUTTING.” HARDLY, FLATTERING. 


A,* 
ZED C 
Pe a 


= ———— 


She. What a rich brown the landscape is beginning to wear, Hairdresser. So the next time I met ‘im,'sir, I 
Alphonso, dear. Alphonso (with thoughts of luncheon), Uma !— cut ‘im. “How do you like my new bonnet, Mrs. Aa 
very likely. Gi’ me the rich brown of a mutton chop, No 31.—Lorna. Regular Victim, You're good at that, Snips. if your features ain't much to speak of, you wan! 


ron?” Shin: 
ts somethin’ ui ve 


1892, 
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